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IDoices in Breamlanb 

Days in Dreamland all are fair ^ 
Love is ever mistress there; 
Summer there the hours appear^ 
Summer always through the year: 
Come to Dreamland^ do not doubt 
Winter* s cold is left without. 

Come beyond where eyelids quiver^ 
Come beyond old Charon* s river; 
Come to Dreamlandy there to dwell 
In enchantmenfs magic spell^ 
Mesmerised by eyes that shine 
From fair faces crown' d divine, 
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IDoiccd in S>teamlan& 

Wh£re the spirit forward goes 
Far beyond the mountain snows: 
Where the light that floods the mind 
Ne^erfrom moon, or sun-star, shintd; 
And the voices that ye hear 
Are not servants of the ear; 
And the visions that are seen 
Are not of the sensed een. 



Come to Dreamland, there to look 
As in a large music-book, 
Which within its space contains 
Latent chords of dormant strains. 
Ever ready to awake 
And the big cathedrals shake; 
For in Dreamland^ s starry sky 
Silent songs in clusters lie. 
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IDofccd in S>teamlan& 

Poesy there revels free 
On the wings of fantasy. 
And she views as in a glass 
Prescient pageants as they pass ; 
And the lovely things she sees 
Captivate you by degrees ; 
And the gracious song she sings 
Thrd the echoing ages rings, 
For while flying through the air 
Spirit-voices whisper her. 



Victoria IPIctrty 

June 22nd, 1897 

Let her come forth from her place, triumphant in 

History's pages ; 
Let her come forth from her niche in the golden 

pantheon of ages ; 
Let her come forth from the palace, proud with the 

princes around her ; 
Let her come forth from the cottage, where the poor 

in bereavement have found her ; 
Let her come forth from her loneliness, meek in the 

purple upon her ; 
Let her come forth from Society, crowned, its chief 

Lily of Honour. 

Open the gates of the City, our City of wealth and 

of splendour ; 
Open the hearts of her sons, with a loyal homage 

to render; 



IDfctotia xncMi 

Open with cheer upon cheer the throats of her globe- 
gathered people ; 

Open the mouths of the bells with an echoing clang 
from each steeple ; 

Open the doors of the Dome, with its altar of light 
empyrean ; 

Open the organ's response to the chords of a nation's 
great paean. 

Welcome once more to our midst, our living midst 

heaving with passion ; 
Welcome once more to the mirth and the reckless 

rejoicings of fashion ; 
Welcome again to the dead in our Dome with their 

statues of pallor. 
Artists, Explorers, and Thinkers, and Heroes pf 

peace and of valour — 
Meteors which from the fount of some for-off celestial 

crater 
Fell with their light on thy reign, making it greater 

and greater. 
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Vfctorfa VHctrfs 

Climax of womanly love, and all that our nature 
holds dearest, 

Conib to thy grand celebration in sight of the King 
thou reverest : 

Come like a conqueror, come through highways em- 
blazoned and florid ; 

Come in thy goodness and grace, with the blessing of 
God on thy forehead ; 

Come with thy wisdom of years, and reap thy ripe 
fruit in full season ; 

Come with the light in thine eyes, in thine ears an 
harmonious reason. 

Take of the tribute we bring, our talents, our 

thoughts, our achievements; 
Take of the sorrows we bring, our pains, our regrets, 

our bereavements ; 
Take of the prospect we see, clear hope in our 

landscape surviving ; 
Take, in thy S3nxipathy take, of our glorious purpose 

for striving ; 
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IDictoria Wctds 

Here in this centre of summer, in this centre of 

countries that love thee, 
Here in this long day of June, with its broad bosom 

open above thee. 

Come like a comet, O Head of our State, with thy 

great train of glory, 
While the chief stars of thy sphere stand forth to 

contribute their story : 
Art with its impress on time, and Song with its 

soul's aspirations ; 
Commerce with mission of peace connecting the 

hands of the nations ; 
Science, inventive and wise, high-throned on the 

tomb of tradition ; 
Freedom with firm-planted foot, and the look of a 

lofty ambition. 

Victor in virtue and name, strong mistress of fame 

and affection ; 
Moon of our century's blaze, of its dreams, of its 

deeds, the reflection ; 



IDictorta IDfcttf J 

Traverse in pomp with thy troops the magnificent 

miles of our City, 
Then take thy way through the streets of thy lowlier 

subjects with pity : 
Tears may make memory misty, but bright shines 

the sun on the present, 
Grant then the bow of thy smile alike to the peer 

and the peasant. 

Queen of all queens of the earth, ruling the waste of 

the waters ; 
Lady most rich in thy sons, O happiest Mother of 

daughters ! 
Long lies thy line in the past, and long lies its future 

before thee, 
Link upon link in the lands where thy children 

advance and adore thee ; 
And when thy day dies at last in grand sunset, from 

cloud-cover*d regions 
Surely thy soul shall respond to the gleam of 

angelical legions! 
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3n Mcdtmittdter W)\)e^ 

This is the shrine of England's heart : her goal 
For winners in the race for fame : the bed 
Where sleep her champions of Caesaric soul : 
This the grand casket of her glorious dead. 

Enter with reverence ; doff thy hat, and take 
Thy shoes from off thy feet : 'tis holy ground. 
Great thoughts historic must thy memory wake 
Where such rich records of the past abound. 

So small the centuries appear, so vast 
The immortal names which made their years of note: 
Those deathless names that thro' the dead years last, 
Those hands that in Time's book so nobly wrote. 

9 



9n Meetminetet abbes 

God's Spirit dwells within this place, His breath 
Is in the solemn air, as though He here 
Approved our praises at a hero's death, 
And sanctified those deeds which we revere. 



Be glad so many chiefs their laurels bring 
To this Walhalla of our British race ; 
Be thankful that such grand traditions cling 
About these venerable walls of space, 

Where lies in simple state that wondrous stone. 
That old crude gem upon the breast of earth, 
Whose rays pervade an ocean-realm ; that throne 
Where Jacob's dream of angel-land had birth, (i.) 

Here come long pageants with much pomp to crown 
The monarchs of our isles : here to be wed 
Proud princes, and rich magnates of renown : 
Here seek tired travellers their hallow'd bed. 
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3n Meetminstet abbes 

Kneel where thy fathers knelt from age to age, 
And worship where the ancients prayed of yore ; 
The priest still preaches from the same loved page. 
And passes down the doctrine of its lore. 

And look beyond this life, beyond the scope 
Of this high roof, whose spreading fingers bless, 
To where our Newton pry'd in spheres of hope 
And Herschel pierced the starry wilderness. 

And hark ! the organ makes the lofty nave 
Resound once more with Handel's chords that roll 
Harmonious through the aisles above his grave 
With music deathless as his mighty soul. 

Thou art among the poets here, among 
Great kings and queens, with noble vassals nigh ; 
Among great statesmen in successive throng, 
Whose words re-echo through eternity. 
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3n Meetminetet abbes 

Id sooth thy country's gods are gathered here 
In crumbling dust or firm in semblant stone : 
Chatham, Pitt, Fox, and Palmerston appear, 
Dryden, Macaulay, Dickens, Tennyson. 

Listen ! the poets and musicians sing : 
Let thy full heart melodious influence feel ; 
With tense-strung nerves, and glad eyes glistening^ 
Know spirit-wings about thy forehead. Kneel ! 



12 



an ^nci^ent at 6or^on'^ fDonument 
in @t paul'd Catbebral 

January 26th, 1892. 

Here in our domed Cathedral, calm and stately, 
Lieth the cenotaph of Gordon's fame 

With eflSgy of bronze ; who sun-bronzed lately 
Became our Bayard, with no fear or shame. 

Without rolls on the bargaining City's traffic, 
With wealth the highest victory to be won ; 

And here this protest, till a Voice seraphic 

Re-echoes through the firmament, "Well done." 

And one good woman, passing from Christ's altar. 
Where symbols of self-sacrifice have place, 

Comes like a pilgrim here, with feet that falter. 
To press a kiss on his triumphant face. 
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an Sncibent at ®ot^on'0 Aonument 

Enough for her the valour and the beauty 
Of onward mortal strife to worlds unknown ; 

The mounting of the golden steps of duty 

Which lead, through a^ns, to the Father's throne. 

Grant me in life no burning kisses sensual ; 

But for some deed heroic, when I 'm dead 
By loving lips may kisses reverential, 

Like that, on my cold monument be shed. 
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a %ovcfs Cantata 

My lady took her lonely walks 

With a most solemn air, 
And, nun-like, pass'd the budding stalks 

That graced her garden fair. 

She walked with spirit in her mien. 

And fancy in her glance ; 
Far-questing like a faery queen 

Through realms of rich romance. 

As though in starland she had woke 

And left life's cares behind. 
And some voice had the silence broke 

Which had oppressed her mind. 
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H Xopct'B Cantata 

And claiming woiship as she went, 
Her steps seraphic seem'd ; 

The blades of grass beneath her bent. 
Then slowly rose redeem'd. 

The lilies on her way would grow 
More pure, the briar more sweet : 

The daisies in her path would throw 
Their dew-gems at her feet 

For her the linnet loved to sing, 
To her the fawns would race : 

She seem'd the one most perfect thing 
In an imperfect place. 

There sat a sympathy intense 

About her features fiEur, 
Which made, by magic influence, 

Such creatures come to her. 
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H Xo\>et'd Cantata 

On me in love's kind charity 
She chastely cast her eye ; 

And drew the best that was in me 
To make me look more high. 

She was a magnet to attract 

The metal in the ore ; 
And like the loadstone she would act, 

And steer a ship to shore. 

Ah me ! we cannot well disclose 
The charm that makes us long : 

It is the scent within the rose, 
The soul within the song. 

It is the calm solemnity 
The high snow-summits tell : 

The murmur of that distant sea 
Suggested in the shell. 
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a Xot>et'0 Cantata 

The spark electric in the air 
Which makes our passions rise : 

That spark divine, which everywhere 
In Nature latent lies. 

Each morning at her door I placed 
A choicely-cuird bouquet ; 

And shyly in the leaves encased 
A scroll of verses lay. 

And every night beneath the moon 

My mandolin I played : 
Those verses to some pleading tune 

Became my serenade. 

Her casement she would oft unbar, 
And her pale face appear ; 

Perhaps to gaze at some glad star. 
Perhaps me more to hear. 
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a Xovet's Cantata 

Methought the moon about her hair 

A halo'd place did seek : 
Methought her star-lit dimples were 

Their kisses on her cheek. 

And from her uptum'd eyes there stole, 

All precious gems above, 
A tear : a diamond of the soul 

Dissolved in ardent love. 

She seemed an angel that by choice 

Did to the earth belong 
To put more passion in my voice, 

More music in my song. 

To chase the dreary clouds away, 
And make the light supreme : 

The bright Aurora of my day. 
The vision of my dream. 
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H Xoper'B Cantata 

My lady took her daily round 

With more serene an air ; 
Perhaps among my flowers she found 

Some thoughts that pleased her there. 

Perhaps within those strains she heard. 

So touching in their tone, 
She caught the meaning of a word 

Which made her feel alone. 

Her heaven open'd, freed from doubt, 
All Nature seem'd to change. 

From every seed a voice rang out 
Of " Upward let us range ! " 

And eagerly the bow she 'd trace 
That link'd the earth and sky, 

And leave the bounds of commonplace 
To pass to poesy. 
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a %ovcts Cantata 

The violets peeping through the grass 
Sweet fancies in her stirred : 

And all her face grew softer as 
The babbling brook she heard. 

The breeze from the blue, distant hills 
A whisper'd message sang : 

With swaying bells the daffodils 
A soft carillon rang. 

And all the scents of all the flowers 

Were mingled into one ; 
As if sweet Flora from her bowers 

Had breathed a benison. 

The lamb that bleated on her way 

Was subject to her wiles : 
The little children paused in play 

And follow'd her with smiles. 
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a XovcfB Cantata 

Her azure eyes more azure grew, 

Reflecting heavenly skies, 
As if they some great secret knew, 

And sacred held the prize. 

The skylark soaring through the air 
Was not more blithe to sing : 

And all her days like mornings were. 
And all her seasons Spring. 

And these the verses that I wrote 

And to my love address'd : 
And these the nightly strains that smote 

The quiet of her breast : 

I. 

Death and thoughts of death, begone ! 

Take with you this garb of woe : 
Though I live a life alone, 

Cheerfulness I still may know. 

22 



H Xover'B Cantata 

Idiots I count must be 

Those to joy and pleasure dead ; 
Not for naught the cedar tree 

Carries such a flattened head. 

Isabelle with large blue eyes 

Looked upon me working weary ; 
Raised me up to paradise, 

Lit my life so dull and dreary. 
Joy, what 's at thy highest bourn 

Save enchantment of the heart? 
Love, no longer will I mourn, 

Here's my bosom — fix thy dart ! 

II. 

The suns steers round an invisible sun ; 

There 's a centre to all we see ; 
But the world seems made for me alone, 

For a centre I seem to be, 
My love, 

Myself a centre to be. 
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B Xovcfs Cantata 

But though round myself seems to move each thing, 

Yet in every deed that I do, 
And in every thought that I think, I swing 

In a circle for ever round you, 
My love. 

In a circle for ever round you. 

III. 

In the arbour, love-sick, gloomy. 

Sighing vainly for repose, 
Thus a voice sang sweetly to me : 

" Through the briars reach a rose. 

" Rouse thee from thy mournful rhyming, 

Get thee to the gay sunshine. 
Use the thorns as steps for climbing 

To this tender rose of thine. 

" Kiss its petals till their softness 

To thy spirit comfort bring : 
Loving rise to the aloftness 

Which shall cure the briar's sting." 
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a Xovet'5 Cantata 

IV. 

A rose may be hid by the wealth of its leaves, 
And deaf to the dove with its Cupid-like wings : 

Thy heart may be hid by a bosom that heaves, 
And wait for the voice of a lover that sings. 

A princess once dream'd through a century dumb, 
But woke at the prick of her champion's lance : 

Fair lady, the voice of thy lover is come, 

O listen, and heed it, and rise from thy trance ! 

v. 

From the stem where thou hast grown. 
Bud, unblossom'd, incomplete. 

One who wants thee for his own. 
Cruelly must pluck thee, sweet 

Bud to blossom on my breast, 
And bud-bearing nearly die : 

Wife and mother, well caress'd. 
Thou must learn love's ecstasy. 

25 



H %ovcfB (Tantata 

Pure thy petals without fleck, 
Soon shall show a heart of gold ; 

And thy tendril arms my neck 
In love's strong embrace enfold. 

Cut and bleed the virgin shoot, 
Knife the wild crab-bitter tree ; 

Rich the blossom, sweet the fruit, 
When their wounds united be. 

Grafted on my life made whole, 

Doubly urged my thoughts shall rise ; 

And thy scent be to my soul 
Incense to God's paradise. 

Pain and grief may wait for thee. 
Struggles hard at dutjr's call : 

But a sphere of love shall be 
Happy guerdon for them all. 
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H XovcfB Cantata 

For thy gardener perceives 

All the thrills that through thee dart ; 
All the trembling of thy leaves, 

All the motions of thy heart. 

From the home where thou hast grown, 
One man's life to make complete, 

I who want thee for my own 
Tenderly must tear thee, sweet. 

VI. 

Voice to urge and voice to soothe, 
These are what to thee belong : 

Thine to make my accents smooth. 
Sweet incentive to my song. 

When the gentle deeds of old 
Of good women I rehearse, 

In thy looks I more behold 
Thou soft rhythm to my verse. 
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H XovcfB Cantata 

And thou dost accompany 

All my thoughts in thy kind r61e, 
Touching tenderly the key 

Of the music in my soul. 

And the heavenly harmonies, 
Which my breast so deeply stir, 

First were bom in those blue eyes 
And those rays of golden hair. 



VII. 

Maiden mine, 
With eyes that shine 

Calm and clear as stars above. 
Holding all 
My heart in thrall 

With the magic wand of love. 
Maiden mine ! 

28 



H %ovct*B Cantata 

Maiden mine, 

When fates combine 
To spread drear shadows round my lot, 

I think of thee. 

Nor wish to be 
In cloudless lands where thou art not 

Maiden mine ! 

Maiden mine, 

Those lips of thine, 
Parting in affection's bliss, 

Have a spell 

Thou knowest well 
To requite my care in this, 

Maiden mine ! 

VIII. 

A woman's life a desert is, 

Unwater'd by the rains, 
By love changed to an oasis, 

Which fertilised remains. 
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H Xcper'B Cantata 

Her life is like a violin, 
With all her strings strung so, 

That her sweet symphonies begin 
When one man wields the bow. 

Her life is like a drifting boat 

Which perils overwhelm, 
Till boarding her on surf afloat 

Her captain holds the helm. 

Her life is but a calm desire 
A peaceful course to keep. 

Till some man quickens her with fire, 
And rouses her from sleep. 

My lady's Hfe is like a gem 
Which sparkles in my way, 

Or rose upon a beckoning stem 
Whose breath I must obey. 
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H Xover'5 Cantata 

My lady's life has, oh ! for me 

Of similes a store : 
A lighthouse on a lonely sea, 

Whose star I must adore. 

IX. 

Come forth to thy balcony ; 

Hear the music under ! 
Music that was made for thee, 

Woke from dreams of wonder. 

Breathe the balmy breath of night, 
Search the stars above thee : 

Then look down for larger light 
From the eyes that love thee. 

Robe, oh, robe thy swelling breast 
With silk folds caressing : 

And return to happy rest 
With thy lover's blessing. 
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H Xovet'5 Cantata 

Dream, and dream, of days to come. 
When they Ve blossom-crown'd thee 

And thy lover leads thee home, 
With his arms around thee ! 

X. 

You are not one of those who fret 

And to the welkin sigh : 
Who list to lower songs, and let 

The higher songs go by. 

Still voices of the dead convict 
From book-shelves death's decree : 

And life becomes no derelict 
On an oblivious sea. 

The drama of our heritage 

Has leaves uncut by fate ; 
Behind the curtain of the stage 

The coming actors wait. 
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H %ovcVB Cantata 

And brains shall think, and eyes shall pry, 

While in the dark we stand : 
Until the sun of destiny 

Dawns on a smiling land 

XI. 

Far through many lands I travell'd 

Ere such beauty I had seen : 
Many a maze my mind unraveU'd 

When you fix'd my thought, my queen ! 

Loyal to the lofty visions 

That your fancy yields, fair sage : 
Holding to the high traditions 

0f your sex from age to age. 

Sprung from long-forgotten nations 
Ere yoiu: own race did appeaf ; 

Many thousand generations, 
Woo'd and wooing, brought you here. 
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a Xovefd Cantata 

And far off, life's riddle reading, 
There are those who suffer'd once 

listening to this my pleading. 
Listening for your response. 

Holy is the ground you stand on, 

And an altar is the place 
Where you freely self abandon 

When you meet love face to face. 

Then shall open gates of glory 
To new spheres with stais ablaze, 

And the meteor-realm of story 
Stream its secrets round your gaze. 

Fairest girl, vrith happy laughter, 
Think me rude not if I lain 

For the past and the hereafter 
Would love-link you in life's chain. 
34 



H Xovet'B (Tantata 

XII. 

Dearest, if to you denied 
Round the world with wealth to ride, 
There 's a charm about the place 
Which you with your presence grace. 

Foreign cities, richly dight, 
May the stranger's praise invite ; 
You without a call to roam 
Find more value in your home. 

For our English landscapes yield 
Fair delights of wood and field ; 
And each valley, hill, and lake, 
Beams with beauty for your sake. 

Though you mayn't such minsters scan 
As Rouen, Rheims, Cologne, Milan ; 
Your own heart a shrine may be 
For love's vast divinity. 
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a Xovet'6 Cantata 

Though you may not view a dome 
Crowning Venice, Florence, Rome ; 
Vaulted round you God's blue sky 
For your praise shall amplify. 

Dearest, do not crave, I pray, 
For the grand things that decay; 
But for things them far above, 
Such as Spirit, such as Love. 

XIII. 

No hero, I, from brutal wars ; 

No bloody sword I wield : 
I bring thee no revolting scars 

From hate's revengeful field. 

I bring thee no triumphal fame. 

Nor proflfer thee renown 
That rose upon the grief and shame 

Of beings trampled down. 
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a XovcfB Cantata 

No wealth from toiling hunger wrung ; 

No honours money-bought : 
Only some songs in gladness sung 

When lost in flights of thought. 

And, dear, if thou to list wilt deign, 

And my true heart receive. 
Thy soul may something more attain 

Than wealth or fame can give. 

Life's victories, ungarlanded, 

In silent awe we hold : 
The halo on a sainted head 

Is not of hammer'd gold. 

XIV. 

I do not ask of thee to rise 
Above convention's tethering cord. 

Nor claim thee for superior skies 
Than where those tied to earth have soar'd. 
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H %o9cfB Cantata 

I bear thee bounds of reverence 

Confined within a little ring : 
No undue flights of soaring sense 

That mount on freedom's glittering wing. 

No Magdalene with heart to break, 
And tears to start from trustful eyes ; 

An altar of herself to make 
For deep devotion's sacrifice. 

I want the lily of a life, 

Erect upon a stately stem : 
The lofty honour of a wife, 

And on her head love's diadem. 

No stain her purity shall mar ; 

No shame shall breath of slander bring : 
She shall be my ideal star, 

A lady — ^that so perfect thing ! 
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H Xovct'B Cantata 

XV. 

As I grow older I become 

Less individual, and seem 
An actor in a drama dumb, 

A dreamer singing in a dream. 

And criticise myself as though 
I watched my playing, set apart : 

And waited for a light to glow 
Upon the dark side of my heart. 

And feel myself eclipsed, and pass, 
Reflecting all my soul on thee ; 

One half the burning thing I was. 
And thou the silver moiety. 

As I grow older I become 

More spiritual, and less of earth : 

And see, accustom'd to the gloom, 
The dawning rays of hope have birth. 
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a Xovcfe Cantata 

XVI. 

Love me, though I 'm growing old, | 

These are what I bring : li 

Solemn thoughts, some gleams of gold, 
And the songs I sing. 

Hopefulness, a balanced sense. 

And a star-tum'd eye : 
Wisdom, and a looking whence 

Comes divinity. 

Such things would I offer thee 

Humbly, as a fir 
Proffers with apology 

For a flower, a burr. 

Knowing all thy perfumed ways 

And the queen thou art : 
Bom to luxury, and praise 

From a poet's heart. 
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H Xovct'B Cantata 

Why I woo thee ? just because 

All thy face is fair ; 
And I, slave to beauty's laws, 

See them regnant there. 

And because such griefs immense 

Have my life made lone, 
That I love thy innocence 

Which no care has known. 

Bless me, then, with those parts best 

Which to thee belong : 
Sympathy for one distrest. 

Reverence for song. 

XVII. 

If you do not grudge a crumb 
To the thrush that in the snow 
Lies in silent hunger, lo. 

In the spring he '11 not be dumb. 
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H XovcfB Cantata 

Stirring songs you do not ask 
Till he has the strength to sing ; 
He repays you in the spring 

When you in the sunshine bask. 

But the poet, proud and poor, 
Must all pain and want endure ; 
Till his song be strong and sure 

He may starve before your door. 

Lady, in your summer days 
For your singer's heart find room, 
And his stormy life illume 

With a lightning smile of praise ! 

XVIII. 

The woods were made for wooing. 
The lanes for lovers' walk : 

The dove that goes a-cooing 
To teach a lover's talk. 
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H Xovcfs Cantata 

The moon was made for maiden 
To yield response ; too shy 

To show her heart, love-laden, 
In sunlight's staring eye. 

The lake was made to carry 

Upon its starlit ways 
The freight of two that marry 

The radiance of their gaze. 

Come out, the woods await thee. 
The lanes, the lake, the dove : 

My heart, my heart would sate thee 
With all its wealth of love. 

XIX. 

Lady, lonely lying 

On your bed of pride. 
Hear your sweetheart sighing 

To be by your side. 
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H Xovet'B Cantata 

Deep through sands that shiver 

Diamonds I explore ; 
On your dreams that quiver 

Pure thought-gems I pour. 

And your dreams discover 
All the depths of fate, 

When you hear your lover 
Pleading at your gate. 

All a swan's completeness 
In your breast you bear ; 

And I sing your sweetness 
To the balmy air. 

Sleep, till summer raises 
The bridal-veil of mom ; 

While I pipe your praises 
On a lute lip-worn. 
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H Xovct'B Cantata 

XX. 

It is right that I should sing 

Underneath thy chamber, sweet ; 
And that garlands of the spring 

I should strew about thy feet : 
Stretch, O stretch, those arms of thine 

To invite me to thy breast, 
And, O let thy glances shine 

Through the gloom of my unrest ! 

It is meet that I should pour 

Forth my passion from below. 
And that thou shouldst bid me soar 

Upward where responses glow : 
It is good that I should give 

All my best, my heart, my song ; 
And receive restorative 

From thy soul's refulgence strong. 
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H Xovcfs Cantata 

It is meet thy lids should droop, 

And that I my face should lift, 
When thou dost divinely stoop 

To bestow thy gracious gift : 
Ah 1 I hear thy full heart throb 

As thou dost its trust confer ; 
And my voice shakes to a sob 

Trembling through the thankful air. 



XXI. 

When you lay your hand in mine, 

Whither shall I lead you, wife ? 
Where but up the steps divine 

Leading to a larger life ? 
Through the lanes, and up the hills. 

Where the larks and thrushes sound. 
And the prospect spreads and fills 

All one's soul with joy profound. 
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H XovcfB Cantata 

When you lay your lips to mine, 

What shall whisper you my breath ? 
This that happy spirits line 

The sepulchral paths of death : 
What to you shall say my voice, 

As we kiss again, again, 
But the ancient cry Rejoice ! 

For love triumphs over pain. 



When you lay your heart to mine, 

What shall both our bosoms feel. 
While my eyes in your eyes shine. 

And love's mysteries reveal ? 
This that some high spirit calls 

Us another life to wake 
From those far star-studded walls, 

For some high progression's sake. 
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H Xovef 6 Cantata 

XXII. 

O evening ! and O morning ! 

O purple ! and O grey I 
My lady they 're adorning, 

To be my bride to-day. 

O morning ! clothed in whiteness, 
She *11 be as you are pale, 

When I lead her in her brightness 
Towards the altar rail. 

But when the daylight closes, 
And to my home she 's led : 

O evening ! and O roses ; 
She 11 match you in her red. 
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a Xovet's Cantata 

XXIII. 

Ah, this mixing of two lives, 
And this merging soul with soul : 

Mingled honey of two hives, 
To replete love's flowing bowl ! 

Nectar laboured for, and won 

From the hearts of countless flowers : 
Cordial of the summer sun, 

This sweet guerdon-draught of ours ! 
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Witb a SSadfiet of Milb f lowers 

Now the spring in all her strength awaking, 
With a haloing rainbow crowns her head, 

And, as if in mockery, is making 
Copies of the snowflakes that are dead. 

And, a conqueror in the contention, 
Just to prove her victory, doth show 

Winter's starry vassals in suspension, 
Hung upon her hedges in a row. 

And her choristers, a crowd of thrushes, 
Sing her pasans in a strain so clear, 

That each baby bud upon the bushes 
Opens to the tune a wider ear. 
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Mitb a Xasftet ot TRIltt^ flowers 

And in case the thrushes may not render 
Ample homage : in the moon-lit glade, 

When the sun has set in vermeil splendour, 
Comes sweet Philomel to serenade. 

In my heart the springtide is awaking. 

Glad thoughts come again with new surprise ; 

And the winter of my scorn forsaking. 
Do I hear fresh voices in the skies. 

And I gather in my loving fingers 

These fair treasures of the woods, so sweet. 
That her memory in their honey lingers. 

And I lay them at my lady's feet. 
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flDap^ueen flDarguerite 

Agbd 5 

Our Marguerite among our marguerites ! 

Thou heart of gold with pure white angel wings 
Surrounding thee ! Among our garden sweets 

There is no bud which so much summer brings. 

And now the wind has left the bitter North, 
And Spring has broken Winter's iron bars ; 

And to thy flowery realm thou venturest forth 
A lady like the moon amidst the stars : 

And reign'st ephemeral there, our May-day Queen, 
Thy namesakes garlanding thy golden hair ; 

A merry mistress of the white and green, 
Dispelling with thy fairy wand our care : 



asa^S^nccn Aatouetite 

As in the mournful past, when plunged in gloom, 
Thou camest first to soothe our spirit's strife : 

A sunbeam breaking through a darkened room, 
A smile of God across a lonely life ! 
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f rieba Heleep 

When from work I wearied come, 
Vex'd with all its worry, 

There 's a magnet in my home 
To whose charm I hurry. 

Climbing upstairs in the dark 
Towards her cot I hover, 

With the feelings of a lark 
Mounting from the clover. 

Steal on tiptoe, lest my tread 
With a creak should wake her ; 

And the angels at her head, 
Startled, should forsake her. 

54 



f tie^a Hdleep 

With a kiss I bend above 
Her sweet sleep of wonder ; 

She not knowing of the love 
She is dreaming under. 

When I 'm weary and in gloom 
Feel blank walls before me. 

Perhaps there 's unseen in my room 
Someone watching o'er me. 



55 



Ht Brombam in £eMorb0bire 
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VALLEY, with a voice of long ago, 
Again I greet thee after painful years : 

Upon thy grassy breast my heart I throw. 
And watch thy features through a mist of tears. 

Thou draw'st me to thee as her wayward son 
A mother draws to her, his griefs to calm : 

Thy breeze, like tender breath, is fann'd upon 
My burning forehead with a soothing balm. 

Thy foliage like a loved voice passes through 
My brain with whisperings of gentle words : 

1 pour my soul into thy vault of blue. 
And sing in unison with thy sweet birds. 
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Ht Xtombam in 3k^fot^0bite 

Thou seem'st so happy in thy sunny gleam : 
I would my bosom could thy brightness share : 

So very quiet and so still thy stream, 

My heart so throbbing for the calmness there. 

Thy silent beauty bids my soul embrace 
More music than the grandest organ yields ; 

The pathos of the past is on thy face, 
And memory lingers in thy lonely fields. 

For I have not forgotten thee : a boy 

I came to thee when in a pensive mood, 
And left my comrades with their shouts of joy, 
. To woo the worthier charms of solitude. 

To thee, when Poesy first flushed my brain 
And swathed creation in sublime-bom sense, 

I came to read some treasured author's strain 
And quote aloud its rhythmic eloquence. 
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Ht Xtombam in 3k^fot^0bfte 

And doubly plaintive was the poet's theme, 
And earth's rich loveliness was twice divined, 

When I could wake from rapture's glowing dream, 
In Nature's self a true response to find. 

O dearer now for golden memories ! 

Thou drawest through a long life, robbed of bliss, 
Back to the haven of my home my eyes 

To rest, tear-blinded, on a mother's kiss. 

Again the cry of children do I hear 

Through the long vista with rejoicings come ; 

Again, again, dead faces reappear, 

Again I catch the voices that are dumb. 

So much the same the scene ! 'twould seem no tree 

Had stretched fresh branches to decoy the wind: ' 

And I so changed ! I scarcely seem to be 
The self-same being that I bear in mind. 
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Ht Xtombam in 3k^fot^0bfte 

Thus art thou dealt with, Nature, thus thy boughs 
Put on new leaves each Spring, which are the same 

To all intents as decked thy last Spring's brows : 
Thou growest, but with no progressive aim. 

But man in more than mien each year acquires 
New foreign forces that within him blend 

Persistences of petulant desires, 
That push him forward to a purposed end. 

He, like the river, in his onward motion 
Carries his whole experience in his train, 

So that he taketh to his God, his Ocean, 
His latent past, reflected in his brain. 

And all the scenes through which he passes give 
Their succour to his soul and cleave to him : 

He cannot free him from the narrative 
They write upon his life in letters dim. 

59 



Ht Xtombam in Se^fot^0bfte 

A suasive sadness o'er the spirit steals, 

As when clouds fleck the sun at close of day, 

When memory, with open door, reveals 

The pageant pleasures that have pass'd away. 

And such a conscious charm is conjured by 
The magic voice of this enchanted vale, 

Where each flower-stem has strength of sympathy 
To wand me childward and to bid me hail. 

O manhood, pause in thy toil-freighted way, 
Where sickening wrongs and rivalries abound. 

And doubt and scorn conspire to dark the day, 
Pause in thy feverish rush and look around 

Once more on Nature's fair repose, and bless 
Her lowly lily-realm and grass-grown glade, 

And through the superficial commonness 
See a fresh world in each symbolic blade ! 
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at Xtombam in 3k^fot^0bfte 

O be a child again ! let thy full heart 
Take in the present with no faltering fear 

Lest in love's living midst grim death should dart. 
And on the eye of pleasure dash a tear. 

Garland the fragrant flowers that have no thorn, 
Dream not the butterflies must daily die ; 

Rest in the languor from the river borne, 

Beneath the brimming sky : night is not nigh. 

Take comfort from this calm : contented, leave 
Thy yearnings and forebodings, and the spleen 

Of living under protest, and receive 
The teeming peace of this suggestive scene. 

Where in her graceful grief the willow lends 
A sombre contrast to the bank's array. 

And the rude leaping chub, to make amends, 
Startle her shadows in their silvery play. 
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Ht Xtombam in 3k^tot^0bite 

While just aback the tall-ranged elms parade 
Masses of mistletoe on branching boughs, 

That arch in a cathedral-like arcade, 

Where loyal lovers might exchange their vows. 

The dragon-fly here seeks the sparkling fire 
That tints his tinsel wings with flashes fair ; 

The bees here bring the germ of love's desire 
From flower to flower, and leave the pollen there. 

Here bend with listening ears the osier-rods, 
To catch the murmurs of the brooding Ouse : 

While moorhen messengers with mincing nods 
Carry from bank to bank the river's news. 

And here where swans from dusky cygnets grew. 
And lilies star the full reflected skies. 

Flashes the kingfisher with gleam of blue. 
Like some bright thought thro' happy reveries. 
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at Xtombam in 3k^fot^0bire 

And there, with purling sound, a swift incline 
The water scarce unsmoothed makes overflow ; 

'Twould frozen seem in crystal hyaline, 
Did not the snowy froth dance up below. 

The kine idly come from the mead and stand 
Knee-deep among the shallows of the stream, 

And turn their lazy looks toward the land 
That quivers in the heat as in a dream. 

I too am looking o'er the fields, afar 

Across the plain where many swallows flit, 

To where the sloping distance forms a bar 
That breaks the landscape from the infinite. 

I would I were a painter to portray 
With a perpetual power the force of this 

Fair frontage of that mind that moves alway 
Within the world and blesses it with bliss. 
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at Xtombam in 3k^fot^0bite 

I would my words could picture what my eye, 
Following further than the scene has led, 

And brought thus into contact with the sky, 
Sees in its melting bosom overhead. 

The larks, unseen like all the stars, are calling 
From out the golden glamour that doth blind, 

Like spirit-voices from the sunshine falling 
With music of the brighter sun behind. 

And fainter, deeper, than the vocal birds, 
And surer than the hidden certain star. 

With answerings too high for human words 
Another Voice comes to me from afar. 

O Thou that sayest to the flower, " Put on 
The beauty that I breathe in thee, look up 

And see me smile upon thee through the sun, 
Hold thou my face within thy vital cup " : 
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Ht Xtombam in Xe^foc^0bice 

That sayest to the rainbow, " I have seen 
The tears that to my glory make men blind, 

Treasure my pity in a coloured sheen, 
And cast my countenance upon mankind ** : 

That sayest to the winds, " Ye are my breath : 
Go through the world with the fresh sea's perfume 

To these my children, keeping them from death. 
And passing leave on every cheek a bloom " : 

That sayest to the lightning, " Through the dark 
That hangs in gloomy heaviness flash bright, 

And with thy voice of thunder make men maitc 
That I am in those clouds that veil my light " : 

That sayest to my lady, ''I have poured 
My grace upon thee ; let those eyes of thine 

Take in the heaven that they look toward. 
And in their bluey depth parade the sign " : 

F 6s 



Ht £rombam in £ebf orbsbire 

That sayest to the mountain, " Soar, and soar. 
With white-crowned pinnacles above the plain, 

And visibly proclaim for evermore 

That striving to be high shall high remain/' 

O God, thrill through my veins, thrill through my soul ! 

Full of deep fervour do I feel Thy voice. 
Feeding the passions that within me roll, 

Which, blending to a chorus, cry " Rejoice ! " 

It passes through my being, and I long 
To syllable the secret with my mouth, 

And deluging creation with the song 

Would pour its import east, west, north, and south : 

And anthem forth the thoughts that in me swell, 
And suggest something to the human race, 

Such as flowers, rainbows, clouds, and women tell 
Within their beauty of Thy mirrored face. 
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Ht £rombam in £ebforbdbire 

It lifts me higher, higher than the hills, 
Higher than worldly systems, higher far 

Than sight or thought can reach, until it fills 
My soul with flooded peace, O central star ! 

Though there be beauties that we may not know, 
In fuller-blossomed fields beyond our reach, 

And finer proofs of wisdom than below 
The sagest Solon has the power to preach : 

We — O that we were wise ! have in our orb. 
Mantled so fairly, much to meed our quest, 

More than our little life can well absorb, 
And fancy's feeble faculty digest. 

Ah, could we in content but feed our sense 
Upon the dainty feast supplied us here. 

Nor hunger vainly for, in abstinence, 
The far fruition of a richer sphere ! 
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Ht Srombam in Xebforbsbire 

Enough that every vital seed that grows, 
That every common natural sight we see, 

To one who pries with penetration, shows 
Suggestions of a deep Divinity. 

The little church, half-stifled by the trees. 

Gives forth a softened peal from its square throat, 

Dissolving, echo-met, in symphonies 
That plaintive-cadent through Nirvana float' 

Like a great poet's tuneful words once spoken. 
Though in a dead tongue but for him foigot, 

Thrilling with sweet vibrations, never broken. 
Through the long centuries of living thought 

It is the hour of praise : the people there 
Gather together with no questioning doubt. 

Well satisfied that what they put in prayer 
Will be responded to and brought about. 
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at £rombam in Xebforbsbire 

No science shakes their stable faith ; no strife 
Of thoughts conflicting robs them of repose : 

They take as given them the truths of life, 
And look with confidence towards its close. 

I loiter to the spot, and sit among 
The quiet graves, and do not enter in ; 

The choir of children anthem forth a song. 

And then the priest absolves them from their sin. 

I lose the words out here ; and here to me 

All doctrines die away apocryphal : 
I only hear hearts raised in piety, 

I only catch the spirit of it all. 

And in a more religious mood I sing, 

Low to myself, " Receive the joys that are : 

Death is but dreadful in imagining ; 

Its light still travels on though dead the star ! " 
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Ht Srombam in £e6forbdbire 

And rise, and with lips parted, once more rest 
My gaze upon the scene I leave behind ; 

And carrying more contentment in my breast. 
Go to renew my work among mankind. 

In later life, on some less genial day, 

When shadows fall around, and filmed with tears, 
My eyes scarce see, and all my hairs are grey 

From other causes than the lapse of years, — 

The vision of this vale shall cheer my heart, 
And the fond memory of the sleeping river, 

Margined with languid meadows, not depart. 
Though youth and levity have gone for ever ! 
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^be BuilMttd of 
tbe (3reat Catbebral 

The Church with consecrating hand has laid 
A chain of stones about the brown earth's breast,- 
Petrified poems of the prayerful past, 
Even cathedrals : earth's grand rosary 
Of faith-linked amulets. 

Much bless'd are those 
Bom by these buttressed cradles of the creed, 
And taught to lift their praises to the roll 
Of mighty organs threatening high-groined roofs, 
Too low to limit their ecstatic swell ; 
Who follow through their lives the memory 
Of cloisters calm, and chapels ruby-dight, 
And pillar'd arches ever pointing high. 
Like fingers curved in a perpetual prayer, 
And over all the heaven-beseeching spire ! 
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XCbe £uUMng of 

Great God once said in the realms of space, 
In the quiet, beyond where the stars have place : 
" I will that my Will a form shall take, 
I will that my Mind shall matter make. 

" And all the substance I will impregn 
With my light, and will give to matter brain ; 
And the brain of the matter then shall rear 
A shrine whose spires shall touch me here. 

" And when the fane is finished and fine 
With the beauty bom of my thought divine, 
High as the heaven, the waste as wide, 
I and my children will dwell inside.'' 

Within the word a mighty mass 
Sprang to His sight and became the base 
Whereon should rise the wondrous fane 
Which should His Spirit at last contain. 
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tbe Great (ratbe&ral 

So matter was made and life was lent 
By the Father of Life in the firmament ; 
Out of the depths of the mud and slime 
Crawled the creatures of ancient time. 

And the creatures mingled and gave place 
To the various forms of a further race, 
And the forms developed till their fruit 
Took shapes of fish and fowl and brute. 

And God called man from the caverns of clay, 
And said to him, " Labour, and obey 
The laws by which you shall erect 
A shrine for me, your Architect" 

And the building grew, and grew, and grew. 
And the old gave way to builders new ; 
The base was broad with the solid stone. 
Plainly placed and rudely hewn. 
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XCbe £uttMng of 

But as it grew, behold there came 
Fair devices of higher aim, 
And when it to man's stature rose 
Delicate lines did it disclose. 

Each took up his stone : some found theirs rough 
And to their chisels hard enough : 
One had a big stone, one a small ; 
One a slab, while another a capital, 

And now and then there was need of one 
Who should cut from his block a coping-stone ; 
And now and then some life would raise 
A pinnacle catching the sunlight's blaze. 

And some built up at a hollow space 
Buttresses having a distant base. 
But these grew into the nave at last, 
And made the walls more firm and fast. 
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tbe Great Catbebral 

The saintly ones did the choir raise, 
Hearing the angels' distant piaise ; 
The suffering toil'd at the transept cross, 
While the finest hands carved the reredos. 

And poets and seers of the recondite 
Worked at the windows that let in light : 
And those whose hearts were tuned to song 
Did the organ's golden pipes prolong. 

But each as he toiled was in doubt to find 
How his work with the rest could be well combined : 
The jointures seemed so hard to fix, 
And the various styles so stnmge to mix. 

But the Architect who had plann'd it all 
Ruled the proportions of each huge wall : 
There was nothing grotesque in His grand design, 
Where all the arts did their styles combine. 
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Zbc £uttMnd of 

And those who had passed the labour and strife, 
And won the invisible sequel of life, 
Looking back from the light of the Lord 
Saw how the parts were in accord. 

We, my brothers, are putting on 
Another layer ; the centuries gone 
Have raised aloof the vast abode ; 
Tis ours to stretch the spires to God. 

'Tis ours to scheme with vision dim 
The intricate lines that lead up to Him ; 
Tis ours to lose with stunted eye 
A view of the whole grand harmony. 

We see the scaffolding, and are blind 
To the beautiful building formed behind ; 
When the perfected parts their heights shall rear 
The screen of the scaffold shall disappear. 
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tbe Great Catbebral 

True light shall touch the golden vanes, 
And glow in the art of the gorgeous panes ; 
And shrieks, and groans, and sobs belong 
To the chords of creation's conquering song 

Despise not that little worm of the earth, 
Nor say in your vanity, What is it worth ? 
The worm must work and perform its feat, 
The rich mosaic to make complete. 

Life wars on life, and out of dung 
The delicate fragrant flowers have sprung ; 
A lovely landscape lies beneath 
Infinite pain, and strife, and death. 

For no useless cause did the great God give 
Breath to the numberless things that live ; 
For no useless cause does the great God take 
Life from the numberless breasts that ache. 

77 



XCbe £uttMng of tbe Great Catbebral 

We are atoms so small : each star that stands 
Is a stone in a mightier mason's hands ; 
Each system that steers around a sun 
Is slave to a greater central one. 

But little or large, each life must spend 
Its strength towards the purposed end 
While each one hears a voice within, 
" Labour and labour, God's height to win." 

For when the fane is finished and fine 

With the beauty bom of one thought divine ; 

Broad as the heaven for every sect, 

We shall know the plan of the Architect. 
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^be Beronaut 

Upward and in the quiet doth he take 
His airy path and matter leave behind : 

The flesh about his heart still makes it ache ; 
The freedom that he feels appals his mind. 

No skylark ever soared to height like this ; 

Ne'er yet to this void space came form of clay : 
The spirits would receive him in their bliss 

Were he but dead and purified as they. 

The solitude, the solitude, around ! 

The lonely, lonely wilderness of sky ! 
Still at this height he yearned for doth the ground 

Draw him, for there his heart's dear treasures lie. 
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XCbe aeronaut 

Sated with sun, how drear and dull those lands 

Of flower-prankt meads and crystal streams seem 
now: 

Infinitil^ he well-nigh understands, 

And learns the littleness of things below. 

The teeming towns contrived with toil appear 
Like slabs of marble, indistinctly veined ; 

And foreign to the thin, cold atmosphere. 
He fears the very height he has attained. 

The winds have him at will ; no more aloud 
They whisper to him, though he them can trace 

In the sea varying with many a cloud. 
Creeping like dreams across a sleeper's face. 

And looking backward on the earth, he sees 
The deeper meaning of things mystical ; — 

Life, with the love and labour it decrees, — 
The poetry, the pathos of it all. 
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TTbe Heronaut 

And as he listens in the sovran calm. 
And the grand drear solemnity drinks in, 

There floats to him a faint far-sweetened psalm 
Of blended music, bom of toil and sin. 

And if he hears occasionally the slim 
And distant roar of some catastrophe, 

Or battle's fury, it but sounds to him 
As a new movement in the melody. 

Around him is the azure, all his own ; 

Beyond, the azure, and beyond, until 
Some little star or comet may be thrown 

To break the unchecked thraldom of the Nil 

And soon the earth is hidden from his view, 
And all the clouds of dismal gloom retreat ; 

He feels like one that dies to live anew. 
And one long sunset glows beneath his feet 
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Ubc Heronaut 

There in that vantage doth it strike his soul, 
And stun his struggling sense with vivid awe ; 

That in that limitless and complex whole 
There must be one sustaining Cause — one Law. 

So may I mount above this mortal lot 

High into heaven, and look back on this earth 

From God's great searchlight, as upon a dot 
Which served me for a cradle at my birth : 

Where five small senses on my life were laid 
And one light only show'd creation crude ; 

Ere I received with spirit undismayed 
Infinite senses for infinitude. 

And there, above this lowly length of life, 
Its harmony shall greet me from the ground ; 

And every sob of sorrow, cry of strife. 
Be but a discord leavening the sound. 
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Zbc Heronaut 

And if, when I have gained that great award, 

This world should burst with thunder in the sphere. 

It shall but seem to me a pedalled chord, 
Or dominant in cadence, grand to hear. 

Resolving in the tonic whence it grew ; 

As so a song that modulates its strains, 
To harshness now, and now to tones more true, 

Dies, when its called-for purpose it attains. 
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Zl)c 'Rocdet 

With train of gold the rocket seeks the sky, 
And in the zenith for a moment stays ; 

Then bursting, like a swollen fantasy, 
It fades away in countless glittering rays. 

O soul, soar up above this darkened earth ! 

Mix with the stars, and be thyself a star ; 
And signal in the glory of thy worth. 

The people shall perceive thee from afar. 

Oh, labour towards the sphere of heavenly climes ! 

And let no other purpose pale thy power ; 
And thy life's pregnant work shall bear betimes. 

And on mankind unnumbered blessings shower. 
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XTbe llocftet 

Who heeds the necessary stick that falls ? 

The rocket is remembered for its light : 
Who minds the body hid in mouldy walls ? 

Thy fame shall live when thou art out of sight 
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Zl)c fDesmerist 

I HAD this power that I could mesmerise. 
From her I loved, who hated me, I drew 
Her very soul to merge in mine, and knew 

She was a slave before my conquering eyes. 

She felt my power, and fled : I let her go : 
She set the seas between us, and I smiled. 
My passion rose anon, and I beguiled 

Her backward steps : spaceless is Will, you know. 

I drew her to the altar : made her take 
The necessary vows. Too long I held 
My spell above her : all her soul was quelled. 

She died delirious ; died, and for my sake I 
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I WHO thought her pure and good, 

As my mother, sister, 
Gave her my heart's plenitude, 

Lips that smiling kiss'd her. 

Knees that trembled at her shrine 
With their great adoring : 

Wistful eyes on one divine, 
Happy thoughts high-soaring. 

Now I thank her for that pain 
Which my soul made strong : 

For each tear bedew'd a grain, 
Blossoming in song. 
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H psalm of Dope 

Let not grim death with its black shroud alarm thee, 
Look not too long on that tomb in the sod : 

Loose thy best part from the gross parts that harm 
thee. 
Rise with the rays that attract thee to God. 

Vex not thy soul with its prison-bars brittle, 
Nor when the sun sets in darkness despond ; 

Life's pains and griefs in this earth are so little 
With the unbounded resources beyond. 

Be, if in doubt, like a fakir fanatic, 
Stretch'd on a board full of torturing nails ; 

All whose pain passes in visions ecstatic. 
Floating through space with victorious sails. 
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H psalm of 1>ope 

Be like a bird on a trembling bough poising, 
Thrilling the air with the paean he sings : 

Though the ground shakes he continues rejoicing, 
Brave as a phoenix with confident wings. 

Be like a star in the height of the heaven — 
Once a star, as a star, shining alway ; 

Though it was, aeons since, blasted and riven, 
Still its light travels on ever and aye ! 
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Sometbing Calling 

Something calling — ^what is it? — as I pass through 

the desolate places, 
And enter the sweating cities, where squalor and 

sickness abound, 
Working my way with the rest with a pride that death 

only debases — 
Something calling, calling me ever, to lift up my eyes 

from the ground. 

Calling me, chiding me softly, when I would brood 

on the sorrow 
Needless that seems to fall fell on the hearts dedicated 

to love ; 
As I hear the terrible sobs that from swoons relief 

only can borrow 
As I see the delight of the sun to be clouded with 

purpose above. 
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Sometbfnd CaUfnd 

Calling me, would I succumb, and bidding me mount 

up the ladder — 
The ladder of life, steep to climb, more difficult every 

degree ; 
Leading, I know not to what, but up it I labour the 

gladder, 
When I think that I 'm nearing the Being itself that 

is calling to me. 

Something — I cannot define it, save that it lets me 
not linger : 

'Tis a voice without words — a vision of hope never 
shaped to the sight ; 

Singing a song more divine than the song of a tear- 
drawing singer — 

Something akin to but higher than what we here 
would term, "Love and Light." 
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3n tbc IBw^ of Smi^ma 

As we steamed out of Smyrna Bay 
The sun was sinking low, 

And caught a glass-pane with a ray 
Of glory in its glow. 

A poor man in the house did dwell, 
Struck with the dazzling beam, 

Nor knew he at his window-sill 
Its answering beacon-stream. 

The merchants' mansions all around 

Were dim in dewy mist ; 
A humble home the sun had found, 

That thus was glory-kist. 
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5n tbe Xws of Smyrna 

The city clothed in sombre haze, 
The great ships robed in gloom, 

Were subject to the sovran blaze 
Which pour'd from one low room. 



God oft selects a soul obscure 

To represent His mind : 
Thence flashing, with reflection pure, 

Great thoughts that daze mankind. 
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Before padanini'6 IDioIin at (3enoa 

Poor carcass of the chords thy master drew ! 

He was thy god ; thy soul was in his hand : 
Now he is gone thou canst no more renew 

The strains that turned all eyes to angel-land : 
For sure he was a god who made the spheres 

Vibrate, and thy sweet lips pour forth such bars, 
That what he bade thee speak touched men to tears, 

And took away the distance of the stars. 

Methinks this modem world is growing like 

Thy tuneless frame : it doth no more receive 
The hand whose pulses have the power to strike 

Joy, musical and loud, to them that grieve : 
Methinks its Master hath played long in vain 

To heedless ears upon its well-worn strings, 
And now that some new instrument doth gain 

The music of His holy utterings. 
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Before padaninfd IDioUn at (3enoa 

For all the creeds through which He spake but live 

With echoes, only echoes, of the past ; 
I turn my thought to them, and they but give 

Small solace to the soul that stands aghast : 
And as upon thy breast I lean my ear, 

Poor instrument, with a dejected head, 
Like a shell whispering of the sea, I hear 

The memory but of music that is fled. 
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JSefore a pbotoatapb of Hn&rea &el Sarto's 

"3obn tbe Baptist" 

I COULD not leave in Florence far away 
That boy of Andrea's brain : I could not tear 
My eyes away from it while I was there, 
Such fascination did the face convey : 
And when I left on one regretful day 
The proud-domed fabrics of that city fair, 
I bought this photograph to soothe my care 
And mind me sometimes of my happy stay. 

O loyal-looking youth, in glad surprise 
Holding the coming Jesus in thine eyes, 
Thou poet, prophesying things divine. 
Telling truths naked as thyself, — remain 
There by my bed, and speak thy soul to mine 
Until thy faith has passed into my brain ! 
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pctrarcb 

Love unregarded most his life did mar, 
For in his welkin beamed no hopeful star ; 
But as he lay heart-aching and forlorn, 
Cursing the case that he a man was bom, 
Sweet Poesy in pity came to him 
And captured with much charm his foolish whim ; 
And lest the land should be his gifts denied, 
Became herself his best-requiting bride. 
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Ht Sorrento 

We crossed the blue depth of the bay, 

And to Sorrento came : 
The sun went with us all the way 

And bronzed our cheeks with flame : 
And there Ferrari's orangery 

We idly sought for shade, 
For not a cloud was in the sky 

Save what Vesuvius made. 

The windows of our white hotel 

Contained the crescent sea : 
I looked out smiling in the spell 

Its beauty brought to me : 
The waves that sauntered in the heat, 

Below with glittering sheen, 
Cast showers of crystals at my feet 

like gifts from hands unseen. 
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Ht Sorrento 

I sat there till the sun with red 

Bedyed the beaming bay, 
As if its vital blood was shed 

Before it passed away ; 
And then from every mountain's side 

The evening shadows ran, 
And melancholy came to chide 

The far too happy man. 

The crystal crescent moon crept out 

Above the crescent sea, 
The stars seemed strangely vexed about 

The water's mimicry ; 
For all the sea the fiery flies 

Beaded, as if the light 
Of the earth-hidden starry skies 

Was also set in sight 

I watched Vesuvius pouring down 
Its liquid lava stream, 
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Ht Sorrento 

And still my forehead felt a frown 
Although I seemed to dream : 

I could not half its beauty brook, 
For still would memory trace 

The patient and pathetic look 
Of one poor peasant's face. 

He stood by the cathedral door 

At Naples, hat in hand ; 
And, Italy, I loved no more 

Thy fair and favoured land ; 
He showed thy inner life to me, 

Its misery, its crime ; 
He made me hate thy sparkling sea. 

Thy summer-swooning clime. 
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En ^ib flDaib 

Ah me ! how we laugh at a dear old maid, 
And think her life wasted, I 'm afraid : 
Many a love man's life comprises, 
Just one love a woman suffices. 

Knitting away in her lonely chair 
Dorothy sits by the fireside's glare : 
Thus for years has she spent each day 
With ever a heart far, far away. 

She has conquered a giant pain, 
And calmness dwells on her brow again ; 
But laughter has left her lips for long, 
And you never hear her breathe a song. 
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Hn (S>i& asBXb 

There she sits from morn till noon 
Making socks for the poor of the town ; 
Unloved, hoping, doing her best. 
With a big heart withered within her breast. 

Just for the want of a word one day, 
Just for the pride of a bitter " Nay," 
Just for one short and sharp '* Good-bye," 
Years and years of misery. 

But one day while she is knitting there 
An angel will enter unaware. 
And drawing her form to his embrace 
Will lend a smile to her upturned face ; 

Then taking her soul from her brain and heart, 
He up through the jasper gates will dart, 
And say as he kneels before the King, 
"The gift of a blighted love I bring." 
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Q\b 3obn 

That 's Old John, four-score his age, 
Placed in the porch in a lonely way : 

Over his head hangs a little cage 
Where a small brown linnet pipes its lay. 

No wife and hardly a friend has John ; 

All his children were bom with wings 
That bore them up, while he lived on, 

To the place whereof his linnet sings. 

John is blind, and he does not see 
A cloud that comes across the sun. 

To check the linnet in its glee. 
And still its singing scarce begun. 

103 



(S>1& 5obn 

But he thinks, " That bird has found a thought 

In its melodious instinct crude, 
Some tuneful utterance, long-sought, 

On which it loves to pause and brood. 

"As oft, when on a distant day 
I talked with comrades at my side, 

Out of the chatter would come a ray 
Of truth to hold the loose tongue tied. 

" Oh, I have sung my songs as well. 
And risen with the highest note ; 

Till something would my bosom swell 
And choke the carol in my throat. 

" Singing may be like the speech 

Of the saints in paradise. 
But not alone by songs we reach 

The bliss that keeps us in the skies. 
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^Vb 3ohn 

" For dearer e'en than music's strain 
Those ultra-word suggestions clear, 

Of voices ringing through the brain 
Which never entered by the ear. 

" I now am blind, and all alone 
I calmly brood on what has been ; 

The grosser forms of things have gone, 
And only spiritual the scene. 

" But still I see the sweet flowers grow 
Where buried lies the skeleton, 

And even in the dark I know 
That though unseen there is a sun. 

" And ever as my eyelids fall 
A world of wonders do I view ; 

Yea, ever in their space so small 
The endless realms of space accrue. 
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Olb John 

" Oh, copy me, and close your eyes 
If you with tears your lot bewail, 

For, oh ! such water magnifies 
The fancies hid within their veil. 

"The rain must beat upon the ground 
Before the rainbow can beguile ; 

And tears must on the face be found 
Before we win a perfect smile." 

Thus he thinks, the dear old man 
(Angels stoop, and his forehead kiss), 

And he ends the song the bird began, 
And gives it a refrain like this : 

"Though we with joy our hearts would glut. 

There is a gift in misery ; 
The day is more delightful, but 

'Tis in the night we furthest see ! " 
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E (Branbmotber 

Dear white-hair'd lady with the deep-lined face, 

Where pain and patient suffering have trace ; 

Thine eyes grown dim with piercing through death's 

paU, 
Yet bright with such sweet sympathy withal. 

I watch thee rocking in thy widow'd chair, 
Calling the children to thy loving care; 
Chiding so tenderly the erring young. 
With kind hands wandering their curls among. 

Then telling fairy legends, old yet new, 
Of gallant heroes great, and good, and true : 
And happy distant lands, cloud-hid awhile ; 
Until the tearful looks regain a smile. 
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H (3ran&motber 

Busy with earnest hands, and constant head, 
To win God's threshold with a tottering tread ; 
And storing in a big brain, crown'd with snow, 
The dreamland voices of the long-ago. 

Waiting to welcome that most solemn day 
When Azrael shall enfold thy life, and stray 
Along the pathway of the setting sun ; 
Where, ah, so many of thy kith have gone ! 

Curve thou my fingers toward that throne above, 
Dear twice-bound mother with a doubled love ; 
Then let thy lap receive my grief of years, 
And kiss my forehead, as of old, with tears. 
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Zl)c {fbillcfe 2)augbter 

Here I wooed the miller's daughter, 
On this bridge I won her : strong 

Underneath us rushed the water, 
Singing such a joyous song. 

Here we leaned upon this railing : 
My arm round her waist ; my cheek 

Touching hers ; my dry tongue failing, 
Eye-usurped, my heart to speak. 

On this side so calm and placid 
Did we watch the smiling pool, 

Thoughtless of its current as it 
Shone with face so lovable. 
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XTbe Aillefs Baugbter 

There a lily in its lightness 
To its sun-lord did unfold 

Lovely trembling leaves of whiteness, 
Till it showed a heart of gold. 

And my lady to her lover 

Looking on her did begin 
Pure girl secrets to discover, 

Till I saw the wealth within. 

Here I wooed and here I sought her. 
Here her lips with love caressed : 

But no more the miller's daughter 
Flies with blushes to my breast. 

Death has ta'en her, and I hover 

On the other side to-day, 
Where the mad wheel dashes over 

Such a wrath of raging spray. 
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XTbe AiUet'5 Daudbtet 

There a lily, stained and faded, 
Tossed on the tumultuous shore, 

By a weeping willow shaded, 
Finds a grave for evermore. 

When I wooed the miller's daughter 
Joyously the wheel did roll : 

Horribly the dreadful water 

Now is roaring through my soul. 
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3n tbc Solbicre^ fcoepital 

Dead and dying to the tent 

Back the soldiers brought that night ; 
Like love's minister she went, 

Never quailing at the sight. 

As among the slain she moved, 
One face met her, bathed in red : 

Twas her husband's whom she loved : 
Down she dropt like one that's dead. 

Came a surgeon — touched her back 
As she lay half-swooning there : 

" Lady, do not courage lack : 
These poor men require your care.*' 
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5n tbe SoIWet5' Dospital 

Stifling sobs that came apace, 
Frowning back the bursting tears, 

Rose she with a wild white face, 
But with Christ's voice in her ears. 

" Hope ! mind not the pain ! " she said ; 

Smiling, " Are you better now ? " 
Thus she stole from bed to bed 

With God's glory on her brow. 
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Zbc Qtovnvi petrel 

Over the surf of the raging tide, 
Thunder and wrath upon every side, 
See the Stormy Petrel ride 

On to a distant home ; 
Loving the winds that madly blow, 
Loving the lightning's vivid glow, 
The blackness above him, and below 

The yawning gulfs of foam. 

So may my soul ride over the sea 
Of the perilous storms that encompass me, 
Over the depths of adversity. 
On to a haven calm ; 
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XTbe Stotmi? petrel 

Loving the thoughts that shake mankind, 
Loving the lightning truths that blind, 
Strong in a manly peace of mind 
Singing a hopeful psalm. 
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(3o[& drubbing 

When the digger goes for gold 

Sure he seeks a sterile land ; 
Some bleak Klondyke, bare and cold, 

Or a Transvaal's desert sand. 

Never fertile valley yet 

Sparkled with the valued vein : 

Never rose nor violet 

Pander'd to a miner's gain. 

In his toilsome living tomb, 

Where spades clash, and hammers crush, 
No gay flowers with incense bloom. 

Never sings beseeching thrush. 
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Springs returning, blossom-crown'd, 
Play for him no blissful part : 

Vernal thought, and choral sound, 
Do not touch an earth-worm's heart. 



Sea-bound brooks, and star-strewn skies, 
Sing their aims to him unheard : 

And the pregnant centuries 
Have pass'd by without a word. 

Sometimes through the piston's throb, 

Wailing from a village green, 
Lo ! he hears a human sob 

Fraught with all that might have been. 

All whose faculties subsist 
But for gain of hidden dross, 

Like one who has something miss'd. 
Darkly groping for his loss. 
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(BoU> <BrttbMii0 

Yes, all grabbeis-iip of gcM 
Dw^ bat oo a barren strand 

Never Nature's charms bdiold. 
Nor life's glories understand. 
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He 'd pass the meads with vision dim, 
And would their beauties shun ; 

The daisy's disk was not for him, 
For he must see the sun. 

He sought the music of the spheres. 
Ear-hungering through the dark ; 

And man, whose voice was tuned to tears. 
Seemed less than the skylark. 

His pure white soul he would not soil 
With thoughts of earthly care ; 

His hands, unstained with earnest toil. 
Were only raised in prayer. 
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®tbet^wotIMine55 

Beyond, beyond this world of sin, 
He to the heaven would dart ; 

And hoped a halo'd crown to win, 
Who loved no human heart. 

And thus in darkness did he dwell. 
In darkness that debars ; 

This man who stumbled in a well, 
And only saw the stars. 
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H 'Ruineb Sbrine 

I BUILT a shrine for my desire, 
With chancel for my soul, 

And o'er the fane a tapering spire 
To touch a heavenly goal. 

My fabric fell : the dreams of youth 
Are doom'd to pass and fade ; 

A ruin, hideous and uncouth. 
The slabs and plaster made. 

And great despair and sorrow fill'd 
My life while years went by ; 

I had no heart to e'er rebuild 
The hopes I 'd raised so high. 
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a Vttfnet) SDrfite 

Bat slamiy tune with tender band 
TTie bada with lichen graced, 

And festooa'd irith an ivy-band 
Theucbes, leaf-inlaced. 

Aod soldf dosed the chinks with moss, 
And dexk'd the walls with green ; 

And chained the ston; floor to gra^s, 
Tnnsfonniog all the scene. 

Horc lovelj than mj Bme of old 

The nun 's now become ; 
Hoe dune duough darkness gleams of go 



Zo an 3beal 



I HAVE roamed the wide earth over. 
Ideal maid, to be thy lover ; 
Peeped into the people's faces 
In the noisy, crowded places ; 
Searched the starry-spangled ceiling 
In the night of lonely feeling, 
Counting not the heaven too high 
To contain thy imagery. 

I have listened by the streams 
To thy singing ; in my dreams 
Always doth thy form appear 
Somewhat like an angel, dear, 
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XTo an Sbcal 

But with just enough of human 
In thy looks to be a woman, 
To be clasped and to respond 
To my love in accents fond. 



In the roses do I find 
Something bringing thee to mind ; 
In the lily's vestal hue 
Something telling of thee too ; 
In the moon-lit heaving ocean 
Something of the pure emotion 
That shall stir thy spirit's shrine 
When mine eyes shall rest on thine. 



If I swerve, how sad thou art ! 
If I weep I know thy heart 
Bleeds for me : Oh, where are grief, 
Trouble, scorn, and unbelief, 
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Uo an 55ea[ 

When I see thee in thy beauty 
Urging me to do my duty, 
My destined natal guiding-star, 
Smiling on me from afar ! 



I shall find thee ere I finish 

Life's long day ; thou shalt diminish 

All the sadness of my song : 

Thou shalt right the seeming wrong : 

And when thy sweet breath hath fanned me 

All thy soul shall understand me ; 

And thy life shall merged be 

In my love's vitality. 



Ever as I Ve climbed each rung 
Of life's ladder I have sung : 
'* She is set above thee higher, 
Every step must bring thee nigher ; 
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Zo an 5beal 

Mount, and mount, and nearer rise 
To the lustre of her eyes ; 
All thy labours she shall crown. 
And for guerdon be thine own : 
Mount, and mount, and to her move, 
Losing every lust in love ! " 
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Of what value are her kisses, 

Or her graces frolicsome ? 
Where I walk her way she misses, 

Where I wander cannot come. 

Lovely lips she lets caress me, 
Sings and laughs, but that is all : 

She were charming could she bless me 
With a soul reciprocal. 

Vainly when I strive to steep her 
In my thoughts, away she turns. 

Though I tell her life is deeper. 
Deeper far than she discerns. 
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Oh, she '11 understand me never ! 

With this thought her mind 's imbued 
" Higher aims are for the clever : 

My religion 's being good. 

" And I 'm good, for I am leading. 
You '11 confess, a faithful life : 

What more, sir, would you be needing 
Than a duteous, doting wife ? " 

Then I say (though while I 'm speaking 
On her cheek the dimples come. 

And I see the laughter leaking 
From her lips remaining dumb) : 

" Love is undeveloped reason — 
High the brain more high the love ; 

Let us in our little season 
Be in spirit brutes above : 

128 



" Striving ever to get nearer 
To the summit of our sense, 

Fighting fate, with God for steerer 
To the gates of the intense : 

" Having in us something deathless, 
Soul, or force, or conscious will, 

Which shall be, although the breathless 
Body may be stark and still : 

" Something deeply fundamental, 

Hard to term and analyse, 
Which shall grow to transcendental. 

And shall fit us for the skies." 

First she listens, duty-bidden, 
To the voice of my research. 

Like a restless child that 's chidden 
To behave itself in church. 
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5dlan65 

But when I have done, she raises 

Such a pretty puzzled face, 
Saying, as she fondly gazes 

In my eyes with winsome grace : 

" Tell me not of things above me : 

I a woman must remain ; 
Tel} me only that you love me, 

Speak your heart and not your brain. 

" For my eyes contain you wholly 
When at mom they open bright. 

And I close their shutters solely 
To shut in the happy sight. 

*^ Why of death be always dreaming, 
Clouding life with long alarms ? 

See the sun around us streaming ; 
Do not think of coming storms. 
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56lanb0 

** Why the day-hid stars be striving 
With a wearied gaze to greet ? 

Lovely lilies are contriving 
Where you stand to kiss your feet. 

*' Fold me, darling, in your bosom, 
Check, oh, check that yearning sigh ; 

Pluck, oh, pluck the flowers in blossom ; 
Wait not till they withered lie ! " 

Can I say, as in the tether 
Of her arms I feel her heart, 

** Though our bosoms heave together, 
We are very wide apart " ? 

Can I say, " Though we are growing 
Like twin stars as man and wife. 

There is aye an ocean flowing 
Round the islands of our life " ? 
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56latU>0 

Many buds have golden petals 
Hid from sight within their womb, 

Till a cruel hand unsettles 
All their show of outward bloom. 



And the stars are never lucid 
Till the scarlet skies are fled, 

Nor until sweet herbs are bruised 
Do they their full fragrance shed. 

So I do not cease to teach her, 
While I love her all I can, 

For I know my voice will reach her 
When I am no more a man. 

For words live with soft vibration 
In the brain-cells where they fall ; 

Sleeping long, until occasion 

Wakes their force at memory's call. 
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56latU>s 

And when I am hither taken, 
And from flesh and matter part, 

First she '11 weep and feel forsaken 
With a void and broken heart : 

But while she is sitting lonely, 
Back my words will come to her ; 

And she 11 understand me only 
When she feels what they infer. 

Then she '11 know that not in laughter 

Lives the highest happiness ; 
But in searching bravely after 

Truth enshrined in Beauty's dress. 

Truth enshrined in such a show of 
Beauty round her — bom of mind, 

Through whose smiling lips she '11 know of 
Something more divine behind. 
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And at last she '11 bless my teaching. 
And in dreams delight as well, 

With a spirit sweetly reaching 
To the silence where I dwell. 
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a telegram 

Gently the evening descended 
As calmly we sat on the sward ; 

Telling the tales, never ended, 
Old schoolfellows love to record. 

Gaily we laughed in recalling 
All the old jokes that we knew : 

Blossoms around us were falling 
As quiet and soft as the dew. 

Who would have thought that the pleasure 
We dwelt on as children with joy, 

As we languidly lay at our leisure, 
Would be broken so soon by a boy ? 
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H ZclCQtam 

Yet a youngster came carelessly tripping 
Across the crisp path to our tree, 

And, jollily singing and skipping, 
A telegram threw on my knee. 

And one who this moment was laughing- 
The one in our midst the most gay, 

Yes, merrily chatting and chaffing, 
Was suddenly swooning away. 

O life of long shadows of evil — 
Of blessings of sunshine how brief : 

Are we govem'd by God or a devil ? 
I cried in the curse of our grief. 
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Ylocturnua 



In a wasted stubble-field, 
Where the soil should harvests yield, 
Stood in sable armour steeled, 
Noctumus. 

Stifling bird-songs in the sky, 
Changing peace to misery, 
Shouted he his battle-cry, 
" Noctumus ! " 

Heavy tribute all around 
Laid he, till the people found 
One to smite him to the ground, 
Noctumus. 
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Tloctutnud 

On the land where light should dwell 
Through long years the shadow fell 
Of this swarthy sentinel, 
Noctumus. 

And the people, sore distrest, 
Wailed, " Will there be never rest ? 
Who will free us of this pest, 
Noctumus?" 

" Cowards ! ** cried he, " will none dare 
Challenge me with sword or spear 
As I stand defiant here, 
Noctumus ? " 

Rose up many a noble knight 
Dauntlessly the fiend to fight ; 
Down he smote them in his might, 
Noctumus. 
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Tloctuttttts 

Now and then a blow was given 
On his helm, but never riven 
Was that head that mocked the heaven, 
Noctumus. 

For that fiend of giant limb 
Still is standing gaunt and grim ; 
Will none come to conquer him, 
Noctumus ? 
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3tburicl 

I HEAR the summons, and I mount 
My fire-winged steed the foe to seek : 

And search the rivers to their fount, 
And win the highest mountain's peak. 

And pass through forests of dense pine, 
With banner to the gloom unfurFd : 

A champion of the Thought divine 
That rules and animates the world. 

I view all Nature as His robe, 

And delve the depths whence life b^an ; 
And, fearless, all religions probe. 

And pierce the inmost heart of man. 
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And watch the silver streaks of mom, 
And golden gleams of dying day ; 

And kneeling in a shrine forlorn, 
With fervent hope I starward pray. 

And entering the lists at length 
The clarion call of faith I hear ; 

And charging with a legion's strength 
I slay Nocturnus with my spear. 

God's word goes forth ; and like a dream, 

Behold, all great ideas glow ! 
The mandate of Whose breath is steam. 

Which makes the world's machinery go. 

The searchlight of Whose eye is on 
All moving matter, ruled aright : 

Each sun a sun behind a sun. 
Each light a light to further light. 

141 



5tbuttel 

The angels throng around His throne ; 

With thrilling chords the heaven is rife 
And in a lightning-flash I own 

The secret of the larger life. 
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Poesy! Poesy! 
Creeping close behind me, 
Bending gently o'er me, 
Like a lovely maiden 
With a thrilling bosom : 
Placing fairy fingers 
On my dreaming eyesight, 
Peering thro* the star-space : 
Touching with a rose-leafs touch 
Tenderly my forehead 
With her blissful kisses : 
Whispering within my ear 
Music's mystic meaning. 
Words of bird-like language. 
Speech from parted loved ones, 



Messages from angels, 
Voices from the vastness, 
Echoes from the ages, 
Songs from out the silence, 
God's triumphal chorus ! 
Poesy! Poesy! 
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0n a flDountain 



The Spirit of the Alpine glow 

Had kiss'd the Jungfrau's blushing cheek, 
And left her in her bed of snow 

Another widow'd night to seek : — 
That Eros that at every eve 

Hies lover-like to charm her sleeping, 
Whom she doth to her breast receive 

Until the naughty stars come peeping. 



The imperious sun had passed away 
That thousands more might meet the view, 

And Morpheus' chilly fingers drew 
Dark curtains round the dying day ; 
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ipn a /fountain 

And o'er the long lake under me 
Cloud-billows with force unprevailing 

Toss'd fleecy foam about a sea 
On which no bark would e'er be sailing. 



'Twas then, when all my strength was sped, 

Some fifty feet above I found 
A little blinking light of red 

That cheered my heart without a sound : 
And rising, staggering with a gasp, 

I sought with pain the humble chalet, 
And knocked, and bade them loose the hasp. 

To save a wtnderer from the valley. 



The door an old man open threw. 
And gave me welcome with a will ; 

And then it was my eyes first knew 
A sight for which I 'm thankful still : 
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On a /fountain 

For at his back, in deep concern, 

His daughter loitered, dowered with beauty. 
Who pitied me and soon did turn 

Her hands to tend my wants with duty. V 



She fed my body with black bread, 

She fed my soul with brighter fare, 
She strewed the hay that formed my bed, 

And made it soft as her own hair ; 
And all the while she chiding spake, 

"Why will you men not be contented? 
Climbing but causes limbs to ache, 

So fair the valley is, flower-scented." 



I tried my utmost to explain 
With all a poet's reasoning. 

That working upwards may be pain, 
And still be life's most worthy thing ; 
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®n a /fountain 

And as I answered thus, her eyes 
With sympathy on me were falling 

" Fair maid, I to the top must rise ; 
For there a voice is ever calling. 



" For, oh, to be the first to see 

The first, the first faint streak of light. 
The while the valleys under me 

Still sleep bewildered in the night ; 
And, oh, to see the sun appear 

Above the clouds and grow the stronger. 
The furthest range of its career, 

Its lovely death one moment longer ! " 



We spent some hours in low discourse, 
The old man sleeping in his hay, 

Until at length she found the force 
Of all the words I strove to say : 
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®n a Aountain 

" Oh yes, 1 11 go with you," said she, 
" To that high peak above the hollow ; 

The path I know, and I shall be 

A guide whom you may safely follow." 



She called me at the break of day, 

And led me forward, flushed with hope ; 
And steered her steps without dismay, 

As nimble as an antelope : 
The sun was lord of every cloud 

When we looked backward from the summit; 
For soon we hailed the height, and loud 

We laughed that we had overcome it. 



We stood there, thinking, hand in hand, 
While other mountains in the sky 

Copied our snowy Alpine land : 
We stood there wrapt in ecstasy. 
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Then said I, as we watched the curl 
Of many a falling foamy fountain, 

'* You who have brought me here, dear girl, 
Must lead me higher than this mountain ! '' 
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3n a Moo^ 

I LOOK through one long arcade in the wood, 
Deep, dark, encompassed with a lateral night, 

Beset with briars, rough stones, and pools of mud, 
To yon far little speck of rounded light. 

I only know the path by that pale gleam. 
So small, yet glinting with a sovran sway 

The gloomy glade : I do not stop to dream. 
But haste, one-purposed, to its beckoning ray. 

And ever as I walk and nearer move. 

It greater grows with more imbuent force : 

I answer it with stridings, soon to prove 
What fantasy thus lures me to its source. 

151 



5n a Moot) 

And when I reach at last the vacant gate, 

And breathless pause there at the goal well won, 

I all my senses in the prospect sate 
Of a broad ocean fondled by the sun. 
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Before tbe picture of a (3frl 

Singing 

Fair face — O more than picture— couldst thou pass 

Out of that frame, and mix thy breath with mine ! 
I look, and look, and look, as in a glass 

Fronting another wherein many shine. 
And see a line of ladies without end, 

Who make for man's idolatry appeal 
With varying fascinations, and then blend 

Their better parts to perfect one ideal. 

The passion of a Juliet : the pride 

Of that dark queen who could not brook man's 
scorn, 
And therefore claspt an adder to her side : 

The laugh of Aphrodite, when at morn 
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Xefote tbe picture of 

She rose endiademed with sparkling sand : 
The chasteness of Diana, when she drew 

Against encroaching lust a twanging hand, 

And pierced the heart of him who came to woo : 



The impulse that through Pocahontas darted 

To copy Christian sacrifice : the mien 
Of meek Griselda from her household parted : 

The reverence of Mary Magdalene : 
Madonna's look of love, when her high head 

Bent with the weight of smiles of sympathy, 
When little children to her lap were led : — 

All these, and more conceits than these, I see 



Reflected in the frail kaleidoscope 
Of thy pale oval, with the parted lips. 

And eyes that swim with visions full of hope, 
And dote on what remains of their eclipse. 
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a Oitl Sittdittd 

Thou mind'st me of my first love long ago, — 
Her haloed hair, and heaven-beholding eyes ; 

Who owned my loyalty, until the snow 

Came, and her spirit sought the scarlet skies. 



We are two rivals : he, who thus portrayed 

In one wild hour the thoughts of many years^ 
And wrought the masterpiece he had essayed 

So often with his wan cheek wet with tears ; 
And I, who worship what to him belongs, 

And seek to shape such fancies, and divine 
Visions like his, and weave them into songs ; 

And yet I take his hand, and he takes mine. 



Perhaps one eve when he in church was praying. 
He saw a cloud of psalm-fraught incense rise 

And take an angel's form, one moment staying 
Above the altar to his dreaming eyes : 

155 



Before tbe picture of 

And just then did a burst of praise affect 
His soul to reach God with no need of wing ; 

And somehow these he could not disconnect, 
So when he painted thee he made thee sing. 



Or else one June day in a flowery mead, 

With linnets piping round him, he did creep 
Among the hedgerow blossoms, and there feed 

Upon an apparition in his sleep — 
Bom of the bird-songs and the summer sweet. 

And memories of a milkmaid in the lane, 
Etherealised by slumber's weird deceit, — 

Which pressed this picture on his tangled brain ; 



And he awakening hurried to his den. 

Took canvas, and condensed with rapid hand 

The revelations which pursued him then, 
With impulse while he had them at command : 
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a Girl Sinoind 

That 's why thou art so wonderful, for thou 
Didst grow within thy father's love, and slip, 

Minerva-like, from an immortal brow, — 
A goddess with a lyric on thy lip : 



And so thou ever singest through the day 

To hungry crowds that come to gaze at thee ; 
And through the night which brings thee no dismay, 

Thou singest to the stars thy sympathy : 
Month follows month, and daily dies the sun ; 

Storms crash and fill the whole air with a gloom : — 
Thou ever singest most serenely on. 

Breeding a thousand smiles about the room : 



Singing the yearning love which overflows 
Within a maiden's breast and ne'er outleaks 

In other utterance than in the rose 
Which flaunts its red betrayal on her cheeks ; 
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And doth in dearer way than language hint 
The passions that her lips have in control ; 

For in that delicate divinest tint 
Is meted all the music of her soul : 



Singing the cahnness of a summer sea, 

That tells its pleasure in a tone so low 
You would not think that it could ever be 

Disturbed with storms, and loud convulsions know ; 
For many smiles the sunshine makes it yield, 

And all its depth of darkness to forget ; 
The past within its womb is well concealed 

And on its head a crystal crown is set : 



Singing the wonder of a winter night. 
When all the chorded notes of stars appear 

To volume forth a chorus of delight 

And roll an anthem through the hemisphere ; 
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a Girl Sinaind 

While he who watches from his cell apart 
Till duly from night's bed is bom the day, 

Feels all the harmony within his heart, 
But cannot catch the tune so far away : 



Singing another Miriam song of praise, 

That dies within the distance, to become 
Most precious to the fancy in the days 

When mouths are unto thankfulness grown dumb : 
Thou dost not question whence thou dost receive 

The joy that flits about thy face, nor pine 
Because thy soul is doubtful to believe 

That happiness is part of the Divine : 



Singing, dear God, a confidence and faith 
In one wide creed, while all religions wane, 

That sees Thee standing on the tomb of death, 
A mesmeriser of the heart and brain ; 
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That binds man to Thee at ecstatic times 
Without the tongue to reason why 'tis so, 

But with intuitive sense, — in spite of crimes 
That cry " Why we ? " in spite of want and woe. 

Sing on, O more than skylark, more than thrush, 

Thy heart-forced hymn, too holy to be heard ! 
I feel its melody the while I brush 

Some tears away, although I catch no word : 
Thy face contains thy music, and thy throat 

Could give not, did it cleave the sky in two, 
Such power and passion as thy looks denote : 

My fancy hears far more than ear could do. 
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a Scene in Court 



Those are terrible duties sometimes which we with 

compunction must do : 
The worst that ever was laid to my lot has haunted 

me all life through ; 
And oft when I 've romped with the young, or in old 

recollections have smiled, 
I have felt sudden tears conjured up by the far-away 

voice of a child. 



Tis many long years ago since I had from the county 

a call 
To serve on a jury impanelled down there at the 

shire-hall. 
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H Scene in Court 

The case wms a crime that had caused no little 

concern in its day, — 
The poor old Squire or the Grange had been lulled 

in a poaching affiay. 



That the villain before us was guilty there was not 

the drift of a doubt, 
For the dead man in answerless proofs pointed his 

murderer out 
And we loi^ had disused of the case and gone home 

well-pleased to out tea. 
Had a barrister youngster not blustered about just to 

merit his fee. 



But at length be finished, and we, never shaken a bit 

by his stonn. 
Just bustled our heads together awhile as a matter of 

form; 



H Scene in Court 

And silence was felt through the court in suspense, 

and no visitor stirred, 
For the life of the being before them now hung on 

the waft of our word. 



But suddenly out of the crowd sprang a little girl 

aged about ten, 
And she pushed her way with strange strength to the 

prisoner there in his pen, 
And with short-quivered treble gave forth this terribly 

innocent cry — 
(O God, was there one in the court whose heart did 

not rise to his eye !) — 



"O father ! dear father ! IVe found you; I Ve hunted 

so long after you. 
Some one told me just now you were here, — O father, 

come back with me, do ! 
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Poor mother is wearily watching and bitterly weeping 

at home; — 
She is ill, and so strange, and so white ! O father, 

come back to her, come ! " 



Then a woman, an angel, — God bless her! — burst 

forth from the midst of us all. 
And she caught that poor child to her bosom and 

bore her away from the hall ; 
And just as she passed through the door, we heard 

her all tearfully say, 
"God, little girl, tell your mother, has taken your 

father away." 



But justice must be above tears: so when order again 

was restored, 
To the question with faltering voice our foreman 

said, "Guilty, my lord"; 

164 



H Scene in Court 

Though revolting the verdict might be, and dry every 

root of the tongue, — 
We wept for the daughter the while the father we 

doomed to be hung. 
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Sonnet 

Writtkn in time of Trial 

I THOUGHT to dream away my days, and find 
Fancies among the fragrant flowers, and feel 
The cool, soft zephyrs on my forehead steal, 

And a great grace of glory bless my mind. 

So I might see God's face, no longer blind. 
I never thought my passion and my zeal 
For lovely, holy things would meet ordeal, 

And large^yed Poesy be left behind. 

But Fate came forcibly to me and cried, 

" My son, for thee to dream it was not meant ; 

Let go thy lyre, and not unsanctified 
Thy unwrit songs shall serve thy high intent ; 

Step forth, although thy love of lore denied. 
Work out thy poems in a life well-spent ! " 
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Sonnet 

Written during a London Season 

We do not build the great cathedrals now, 
But sacrifice our souls for little things ; 
And hear not God's angelic quire that sings 
Anthems of solace to the aching brow : 
We listen to the loom's wealth-weaving row, 
And thirst for fame and what ambition brings. 
We have turned backward and forsook the plough 
That fiuTOw'd earth, and scom'd the hand that flings 
Seeds of high promise in the up-ridged grass. 
We give ourselves to riches, and decry 
Those higher aims, those spires that pierce the sky, 
Those cloisters for calm thought. We now, alas, 
Like gaudy butterflies ephemeral fly, 
Letting the grandeur of existence pass ! 
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Zbe Cape flDail 

She is old, and blind, and draws 
Breath with labouring swell ; 

News of her boy's death would cause 
Death to her as well. 

She, his mother — Who would dare 

To cut short her life ? 
Who must ke^ the news from her? 

Who but you — his wife ? 

" Killed ! " AU read it in the list, 

All but who were blind : 
Like a holy exorcist 

Chase it from your mind ! 
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Ube Cape Aail 

Laugh through all your falling tears. 
Sing when you would sob, 

Calm your heart, lest her quick ears 
Hear it loudly throb. 

Put not on your widow's crape ; 

In a silk dress stand : 
No coarse mourning could escape 

Her discerning hand. 

Put not on a widow's cap, 

Braid your hair instead : 
Foil her fingers when, mayhap, 

They would bless your head. 

Dry your cheek, let not a stain 
Damp her good-night kiss. 

Lest she ask you in her pain, 
" What 's the cause of this ? " 
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XCbe Cape Aail 

Make up letters — such as he 

Wrote you with a smile : 
Read them, laughing loud with glee : 

Keep off death awhile ! 

This is Mail-day. " I have fought ! "- 

(Read on paper blank) — 
" They '11 gazette me, as they ought, 

To a colonel's rank." 

" Love to mother — sister — you : 
Hold me in your prayers ! " 

Let no cry escape from you : 
Stifle back your tears. 

God's own darling, who must wear 

Martyr's crown in life, — 
Who must keep the news from her ? 

Who but you — his wife ? 
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NOTES 

1. Pc^ lo. The Jacob stone in the coronation chair is 
popularly supposed to be the identical stone which formed 
Jacob's pillow. 

2. Pc^ 56. These verses were originally written on a 
summer Sunday afternoon a few years after the author had 
left school. 

3. Page 68. In conformity with a beautiful Buddhistic 
supposition that the sound of a bell reverberates through 
eternity. 
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